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	1. Chapter 1

It's been so long and I am so sorry! orz

On a brighter note, here is the second season of Living with a Demon!

A big thank you to LuckyLucy for giving this fic a title! I really appreciate it!

**Disclaimer: I do not own Hakuouki.**

* * *

><p>A new year.<p>

And with this new year comes many more responsibilities for members of the Kazama High student council.

Documents needed to be filed, papers needed to be stamped, and budgets needed to be approved. It was a long list of tasks for the four members of the council. Not a single voice was heard from the office as they worked ferociously. The only sounds were the rustling of paper, the thumping of footsteps, and the punching of hole punchers and stamps.

When the members were done their share of work for the day, they all slumped onto the cardinal couches at the centre of the room, save for the president himself. He was much too diligent to reveal his tired self in public, even if there were only three other people in the room, all of whom he felt most comfortable with.

Shiranui was the first to break the silence. "Can we leave yet? I'm exhausted!" Although Amagiri hadn't said a word, he silently agreed with his navy haired friend.

After a moment of contemplation, during of which Shiranui received a silent death glare, the president finally spoke. "Fine." He then turned to the only female member in the student council. "Pack up quickly. We're going out for dinner tonight."

Chizuru started. "We're eating out? Why?" Today wasn't a special occasion or anything. It wasn't like they had finished all the work either, so why the sudden change in plan?

He understood her thoughts quite well. "Just because we haven't done so in a while."

"And we can't come?" Shiranui teased. At the look Chikage gave him, he swallowed. "I was just kidding, geez. Enjoy your little honeymoon dinner."

"Shi- Shiranui-san! Stop it!" Chizuru flushed a deep rosy hue and mumbled, "We're not even married."

"Yet," Chikage added haughtily.

At that he received a light slap on the arm, courtesy of Chizuru.

* * *

><p>"Fancy," she breathed.<p>

"Mediocre," Chikage murmured. "Hardly a two-star."

"Are you kidding?" There was honestly something wrong with his standards. They were set way too high! "This looks like a five-star!"

The exterior had been gorgeous, but the interior was even better. It was _grand_. Red carpet, golden decor, chocolate fountains, and crystal ceiling lights. What more could a customer ask for?

"Kazama-sama, right this way please," the waiter directed right away.

"You made reservations?" Chizuru found herself asking.

"No," he answered as if she had gone nuts.

Right. She forgot. _The _Kazama Chikage did not need to book reservations. If anything, the restaurants should be booking reservations for _him._

The waiter led them to one of the rooms in the back. She didn't see a need for it. It wasn't that loud in the restaurant.

"Thank you," she smiled at the waiter when they were seated. He blushed. Chikage glared. And just like that, the waiter fled with the words "I'll be back with your water" trailing behind him.

"What was that for? You scared the poor guy off," Chizuru started as soon as they were out of earshot.

He ignored her inquiry and instead proposed his own question, placing the menu in front of her. "What do you want?"

Clearly not impressed, Chizuru pouted, but took the menu anyway. "What do you recommend?"

"Nothing on this menu."

When she was about to retort, Chikage turned to the side and pressed a button attached to the wall. She was about to ask him what he was doing when a man in a white chef apron appeared at the door. "How may I help you this evening, Kazama-sama?"

"Give us the best you can prepare."

"Yes sir!" The paunchy man nodded vigorously and disappeared down the hall. Chizuru stared wide-eyed at her companion.

"Why-?" she began.

"The restaurant may be shabby, but the head chef has talent," he explained. "He served my family for a while before packing up and leaving with the foolish excuse of 'pursuing something different'."

"I can see why he did such a thing," Chizuru practically sneered.

He didn't say anything, but instead challenged her with his eyes. She happily accepted.

"Who would want to work for such a spoiled little brat?" she pushed.

He smirked, a strange glint in his eyes. "Aren't you also working for this 'spoiled little brat'?"

Oh right. She had forgotten about that. The reason might have been because her time spent heeding to his every command did not feel like work at all. It just felt like a daily routine to her. She didn't hate it at all.

"Got you," he chuckled.

Chizuru pouted. She has been doing that a lot lately, he noticed. It was cute. He liked to think that she was starting to get used to him and therefore started showing more and more of her personality to him. He liked that a lot.

It was then that he spotted something in his peripheral vision. He turned his head just slightly, casually, so as not to alert the female sitting across from him.

His assumption had been correct. There, sitting not far from the room they were currently seated in, was a boy. A boy with chestnut hair and the same chestnut eyes. He was staring, sneering at him.

Kaoru.

* * *

><p>I may have changed...oh you know, <em>everything<em>_. _I realize it has been a very long time since I've touched this story. As a result, details from the original story may have been altered a little. I apologize!

And as always, my updates will be pretty irregular. Ya kno'. School. Life. Stuff like that. I hope you guys understand!

Thanks for reading! Looking forward to any reviews! Until next time!~


	2. Chapter 2

**Standard Disclaimers Apply**

* * *

><p>He should have known this would happen.<p>

He should have known that his sudden appearance yesterday was too perfect to be a coincident.

And now, as Chikage looks down at the sheet of paper in front of him, he wonders what he will say to his most precious possession.

On the white sheet of paper, a few words stood out: Nagumo Kaoru, tomorrow's date, and transfer.

He was sure Chizuru would be thrilled to have her twin brother transfer into their school, but _he_ wasn't as thrilled. After all, he and Kaoru were childhood rivals at a couple things, the main source of rivalry being Chizuru.

Chikage wasn't happy. He growled at the thought of seeing Chizuru and Kaoru eating lunch together, filling each other in on the years they've been separated.

Just then, Chizuru popped into his private office. "Tea?" she offered swiftly.

He found it a challenge to stay angry with Chizuru in the room. "Hard to say no when you already have it prepared."

"That was the plan," she laughed lightly and placed the tea set on the table. "Mind if I join you?"

He stowed his documents away, namely the one about Kaoru, and smirked. "Any day."

"What were you looking at? Your gaze was pretty intense," she started, pouring tea into their cups.

"Ah, so you were staring." It wasn't a question, but a statement.

She sipped her tea. "You're not going to tell me, are you?"

His smile was hidden by the rim of the tea cup. "And where will the fun be in that?"

She pouted and he chuckled. "Be patient, Chizuru. You will find out soon enough."

* * *

><p>They sat in Chikage's private office for a while longer before each got up to complete their tasks. Tomorrow was the first day of school and there was still a lot of work to be done. Amagiri and Shiranui both couldn't come, so the work would have to be divided between the two of them.<p>

"You know, we should really recruit more members," Chizuru suggested. "The work load would be more…reasonable."

"Are you complaining?" came his immediate response.

"N-no! I'm just saying it would make our lives a lot easier, and I mean _a lot_."

"No."

"No?"

"No," he faced her from across the student council office. "I'm fine with the way everything is now."

_Oh, _Chizuru thought, _he's probably just shy._ Aside from the student council members, she rarely sees Chikage talk to anyone else. Maybe they were the few lucky ones to enter his small circle.

"I'm not shy. I just find it easier to work with fewer people."

_How does he do that?_

"Remember, Chizuru. I know you. Your eyes say it all," Chikage provided smugly.

She stuck her tongue out at him. Right, she had forgotten. He could read her mind.

* * *

><p>"We're done!" Chizuru yawned, stretching her arms and legs. "Finally!"<p>

"Good work," Chikage praised, patting her on the head. She looked up at him and smiled.

"You too."

He returned her smile genuinely. "Let's go home."

* * *

><p>"Did you pack your bags all right?" Rin pestered for the fiftieth time that day.<p>

"Yes, mom," Chizuru rolled her eyes.

"I'm not your mother! For the last time, I told you to call me your sister. Your _sister_, okay?"

Chizuru laughed. "Of course! I was just kidding." Rin was the closest she's had to family since her stay at Chikage's mansion started. In the beginning, she was constantly unimpressed with Chizuru's work, but that was just what made her more sisterly. Whenever she hurt herself, Rin would be the first one there for her...omitting Chikage of course.

"Good. You better be," Rin smiled.

Just then, Chikage knocked on the door. It had already been opened, so he merely stepped in. "Sleeping yet?" he asked. He glanced at Rin for a second before returning his gaze on Chizuru. Rin, catching the hint, nudged Chizuru on the arm.

"I'll see you tomorrow. 'Night," she winked.

"Good night," Chizuru replied bemusedly, not catching the hint at all. She turned her attention back on her school supplies. "I should probably get some highlighters."

Chikage didn't miss a beat. "I'll give you some tomorrow. For now," he shut the door silently behind them. "Let's go to bed."

"What?" Chizuru blinked. She was pretty sure "bed" was the way he came from, for him at least. Her bed was right here.

"I want to spend the night together."

His expression was stable, indifferent even. Did he realize what he had just implied?

"U-uh, I d-don't think-" Chizuru stammered.

"Come on," he grabbed her arm and pulled her lightly to the bed.

"Wait!" she pulled back.

He stopped and looked at her from head to toe. Chizuru blushed and suddenly felt very naked in her little night gown. It was nothing too flimsy. A spaghetti strap dress made out of soft silk was all it was…okay, that was a lie. It was pretty flimsy.

He smirked to himself, as if approving her attire. He had better approve of it: he _was_ the one who picked it out.

"I," she swallowed, "I'm not done packing yet." He snuck a glance at her school bag, zipped and ready to go. She flushed a deeper shade of red as he raised an eyebrow at her. "One last check. I promise."

He released her just like that and walked over to her bed. Lying down rather comfortably, he relaxed into the covers. She watched in awe as he spread himself across the sheets like a king. Sure, they were in his mansion, but this was _her_ room! Who gave him the privilege of making her bed his own?

Deciding not to bother, since it _was_ Chikage she was dealing with, Chizuru tried her best to stall time. Lying down next to Chikage on her bed was the last thing she wanted to think about. It was all just too surreal! Of course she had thought kissing him was surreal too, but that was no longer the case.

She tensed up. Does that mean sleeping beside him will become less surreal as well? Is she actually going to get _used_ to sleeping beside him? _He's not even fully dressed! That's hardly appropriate._

He was only clad in loose pajama pants. His torso was bare, provokingly inviting her touch. As much as she wanted to avoid staring at his rather nicely chiseled body, she found herself unable to. It was all just so…alluring, dazzling.

Realizing she could no longer put this off, she stepped closer, closer, and closer to the bed. She was now standing right above the man she loves. He had his arm over his eyes, so she assumed he didn't know she was there. But the next second, she was on the bed, his body on top of hers.

He reached over to turn off the lights. The room was instantly covered in darkness. Her eyes took a moment to adjust, but when they did, she had her breath taken away. Chikage was _ravishing_. The way the moon lit his crimson eyes, causing them to be even more captivating than they already were; the way his lips were parted ever so slightly, as if anticipating the contact of her lips on his; the way his golden tresses were ruffled, but had somehow kept their princely aura. It was enticing.

He leaned down, and she tried her best to ignore the way his biceps flexed at the motion. "Chizuru," he murmured softly against her ear.

"H-hm?" She hated how her voice failed her. She hated how her heart was beating so rapidly against her chest. And she hated how her cheeks were flushed with heat.

He pecked her on the side of her cheek. "Good night," he whispered before rolling over.

She blinked, and her pulse slowed as the warmth from her cheeks finally left her.

"G-good night," she spoke back timidly.

She heard Chikage breathe out a laugh.

* * *

><p>Sometime in the middle of the night, he draped his arm around her. She only knew, because she had still been awake. Falling asleep beside a demon such as Chikage proved not an easy task. She was living evidence of this. She was probably the <em>only<em> living evidence too, if she was to disregard his parents.

His arm was relaxed, but not heavy. She liked that. It gave her a sense of reassurance, although from what, she did not know. Not long after, trapped in between the soft sheets and Chikage's warm arm, Chizuru fell into deep slumber.

* * *

><p>He had been awake. Not the entire time, but just at the crucial times. For instance, he was awake when Chizuru whispered "Kaoru" in her sleep. He had been furious, but for her sake, he had kept his mouth shut.<p>

He would keep the profanities for tomorrow, when he will be having a very long chat with a certain brunet.

* * *

><p>AN: Thank you for reading! Reviews are greatly appreciated!


	3. Chapter 3

**Standard Disclaimers Apply.**

* * *

><p>"I bet you're curious."<p>

"Not really."

"Let's be honest here, Kazama-san. Or should I say…Chi-ka-chan?"

His eyes narrowed a fraction. "I don't want to hear that from your filthy mouth."

The younger male laughed whole-heartedly. "My, my. After all these years, your hatred still runs deep."

Kazama was not impressed.

"Don't be so uptight, Kazama-san. I'm only here to make things right again," the brunet -Kaoru, said nonchalantly, palms upturned to the ceiling.

"Make things right…?" The blonde appeared skeptical.

"Don't worry about it too much. You need not lift a single finger." Kaoru offered a sinister smile.

* * *

><p>"Chikage!" Chizuru came running up to him.<p>

"What is it?"

"Don't act dumb! You left without me this morning!" She had her hands on her hips. She's been doing that a lot lately, a sign of her comfort around him. Good.

"There was still work to be done. You were fast asleep." That was a lie, but Chizuru wouldn't be able to figure that out.

"We already finished everything yesterday. Don't lie to me."

Well, he could be wrong.

"Now why would I lie to you, Chizuru?" he replied affectionately, a strange act coming from the demon.

"Because you're hiding something from me?"

Kazama was surprised, and he was rarely surprised, but Chizuru seemed to be an exception for everything. He was usually very careful in keeping things from people, especially this precious girl standing in front of him right now.

"I know you're hiding something. You've been spacing out a lot lately. Yesterday too, when I came into your office to have tea with you, you hid something in your desk. What was it?" He could see she wasn't going to let this go.

He sighed. There was no point in hiding it. She would find out in class anyway. "There's a transfer student."

She paused. "That's…it?"

"He's in your class."

After a moment of silence, Chizuru broke into a fit of giggles. "That's so silly, Chikage! Why would you hide something like that from me?" Turning around, she called over her shoulder, "I'll see you at the opening ceremony." Then, when she was halfway across the hall, she turned back and added, almost as an afterthought, "because we _are_ having one on time this year, a _proper_ one."

Staring at her retreating figure, Chikage furrowed his eyebrows. He hadn't gotten the worst of the news across.

* * *

><p>"Chizuru! Why?" Heisuke complained in dismay. "We've been separated!"<p>

"Heisuke-kun, it's okay. Our homeroom classes are right beside each other," Chizuru placated.

"That's true, but…"

"She's with me this year," Yamazaki announced, sitting on the seat beside Chizuru's. Then, turning to Chizuru, "Let's work hard together."

Smiling, Chizuru nodded her agreement. Just then, the bell rang. A nostalgic sound, she mused. "Heisuke-kun, you should go." At his depressed expression, she hastily added, "We can always talk before and after class like this."

"Yeah, I guess."

Not long after Heisuke left, a familiar maroon-haired man entered the room.

"Harada-sensei!" Chizuru chirped happily as soon as she realized who it was. Apparently, she wasn't the only one who remembered this teacher.

"Sano-chan!"

"Kya~! We're in your class again, Sano-sensei!"

"Quiet down," Harada growled. "We have a transfer student." His eyes seemed to focus on Chizuru for a second longer than necessary before roaming the room again.

"Is it a boy? Oh my gosh, I hope it's a boy!"

"A transfer student? Which school is he from?"

"Come in, Nagumo-san." The students fluttered in whispers, but quieted down when the classroom door opened slowly. Stepping into the classroom, the brunet shut the door gently behind him. He continued to walk to the centre of the classroom.

All the students had their eyes on the boy, but no one spoke a word. They all had the same thought in mind though: this boy resembled Chizuru, a_ lot_.

The idea was there, but Chizuru couldn't put it in the right words. She swallowed. _Could it be? __It's..._

"Good morning," the boy paused, earning a few greetings from various students around the class. "Starting today, I am a student here at Kazama High School. I studied at Nagumo High School last year, but I decided to transfer here for my second year. My name is Kaoru, Nagumo Kaoru. It is a pleasure to meet all of you. I hope you will treat me well." Taking a bow, he smiled at the class.

Some of the boys in the class whistled. "Kid has manners, huh?" Others tsked. After all, he was stealing all of the attention from the girls.

"Kya! He's so cute!"

"He's such a gentleman!"

Harada thought it best to quickly seat him down before the girls decide to drag him to their desks. "Nagumo-san, you can sit-"

"May I sit beside my lovely sister?" Kaoru's smile was gentle to the class, but no one could fool Harada. Hidden behind his façade was an intention of some sort. The dark glint behind Kaoru's eyes was more than proof.

"I'm afraid I already arranged the seating plan. Sorry."

"Surely you can make room for me by Chizuru's desk. Is it not the teacher's job to ensure the students are in an appropriate studying environment?" Kaoru retorted. "It has been too long since I have seen my sister. Even if we do not speak to each other in class, her presence by my side will sooth me."

_Stubborn brat._

"Nagumo-san, I don't-"

"Please, Harada-sen-sei?"

"Um-"

"What is it?" Harada snapped, turning abruptly to face the student who had interrupted. It was Chizuru. "Oh, sorry. What's wrong?" he asked calmly this time.

"I don't really mind sitting beside him," Chizuru explained, slightly embarrassed. "I haven't seen him in such a long time, so I think it's great that we can sit beside each other in class."

Kaoru was beaming. There was no mistaking the obvious triumph he felt at that instant.

"Harada-sensei, I th-think it will be i-interesting to see two identical faces b-beside each other in class," Shizuka, who was sitting behind Chizuru, chimed in.

A few of the students laughed.

"See?" Kaoru smirked.

After a moment of what seemed like a mental weighing of the pros and cons, Harada sighed. "Fine."

Kaoru stepped down the aisle, grinning at Chizuru. Coming to a stop beside her desk, he turned to the boy who was currently sitting beside her. With one stern look, the boy jumped out of his seat and made way for him. Sitting down, he faced Chizuru who was now grinning back at him.

"How have you been?" he whispered kindly. His words caressed her heart ever so gently. It was such a brotherly action that Chizuru had the urge to cry. This was the brother she's been missing from her life this whole time.

"Good," she mumbled, tears slipping from her eyes.

"Oh dear." Kaoru lifted a thumb and swiftly wiped them away. "That doesn't seem very good to me."

"I missed you," she admitted, easing into his palm.

"I missed you too." He leaned over the aisle and gave her a tender kiss on the forehead. "My dearest sister."

* * *

><p>AN: Um...Happy Holidays? (Don't kill me.)


	4. Chapter 4

**Responses to Non-Member Reviews:**  
>To <strong>Raspberry jelly<strong>: Thank you! I will try my best!  
>To <strong>Entiya<strong>: That's fine! I love how he's so possessive haha. Kaoru is one of those characters who I both love and hate. I love how he's so obsessed with his sister, but I hate how absolutely evil he is (and how he cockblocks Chizuru and Kazama LOL).  
>To <strong>AnimeAishiteru<strong>: (Chapter 1) Yes, I'm quite busy too. :\ I'm grateful that you are finding time to read my story though! I'm so sorry about the miscommunication there. Please don't blame yourself. It might have been my poor writing skills. xD (Chapter 2) I'm glad you're fangirling over this chapter! I was too! (Chapter 3) Although Heisuke has pretty much done his part in the story, I will try to include him. He will always be that friend who supports Chizuru from the back! Thank you for your blessings. I will try my best!  
>To <strong>tcute8<strong>: Thank you! I'm so sorry for the late update! I've been having a bit of an author's block on this fic, but I'm back! Aww, your words make me blush!:')  
>To <strong>Person P<strong>: Thank you so much! I think it'd be adorable too, having Kaoru have a little obsession with Chizuru. xD

**Standard Disclaimers Apply**

* * *

><p><em>Chikage is going to be so happy about this<em>, she thought to herself as she skipped towards the student council room.

She knocked on the door but didn't bother waiting for permission to come in. After all, she _was_ the secretary and the fiancée of the president. She had enough privilege to walk in without being invited to do so.

"Chizuru," he greeted as she stepped in.

She smiled and didn't waste any time. "So the transfer student was Kaoru? Why didn't you tell me earlier?"

"There was no need to. You'd find out eventually anyway."

Any other time, Chizuru would have been mad about it, but she was just too excited at the moment to feel any negativity about the situation. "Can I go over to his place today?"

His reply was immediate. "What?" He seemed genuinely mortified and she didn't know why.

"What?" she asked back. "I can't?"

"You can't." His voice held a tone of finality to it.

She didn't like the sound of that. "But why? We were finally able to meet up! Aren't you happy for me?"

_Happy for you, but not for that annoying little twerp. _"You have to understand. I can't let you go to the Nagumo's house."

"I'm asking why I can't," she huffed, crossing her arms over her chest. Chikage found that absolutely adorable, but he kept quiet about it.

"Have I ever been fond of Kaoru?"

She browsed her mind for what she could remember on the relationship between Kaoru and Chikage. Images of the two constantly arguing were the only things that came up. "No…" she admitted.

"Exactly."

"But that's just you! I'm perfectly fine with Kaoru!"

Chikage looked away. He rarely avoided her gaze so Chizuru found this as a bad sign. "He's…changed," he muttered with remorse. "He's not the same as he was when we were kids."

She was skeptic of him. "And how would you know?" At the way he still hadn't turned back to her, she gasped. "Have you been meeting up with him behind my back?"

He didn't answer.

"So you have." Chizuru sighed.

When he didn't comment, she suggested an idea to him. "Why don't you come too? It'd be like the old days!"

He didn't agree right away, and she didn't expect him to, but he finally met her eyes again. "Deal."

* * *

><p>They were having the opening ceremony on the first day –like they were supposed to.<p>

"Finally! A proper opening ceremony!" she grinned as she glanced down at the crowd of students starting to gather.

"The ceremony last year was proper," Chikage stated. He actually seemed to believe that.

"Hardly! It was so unprofessional!" Chizuru stuck her tongue out.

He smirked. "Do you want me to kiss you again?"

She quickly stuck her tongue back in, remembering the last time she had stuck her tongue out at this demon. She had had a nightmare and had woken up with her tongue sticking out, and Chikage had teased her dryly, asking if she wanted a kiss. _Never again_, she mused.

"Okay babies, let's get this party started!" Shiranui shouted. The crowd cheered back.

"Shiranui! That's not how you hold an opening ceremony!" Chizuru shrieked, trying to pull the man back. He had been trying to jump on the crowd and crowd-surf on them.

"You are acting like a child," Chikage scolded. "Introduce yourself properly."

"Damn it," the navy-haired male muttered. "Fine…" He faced the audience. "The name's Shiranui Kyou! I'm your…uh…what was I again?"

Amagiri whispered into his ear.

"Right! I'm your Vice-President! My tasks are doing whatever the President doesn't have to do, which is basically nothing! It's nice to meet you!"

Behind him, the three other members of the council shook their heads disapprovingly.

"My name is Amagiri Kyuuju. I work as the treasurer of the council. My tasks include managing the school budget and distributing the money to the clubs. I am pleased to make your acquaintance."

Shiranui muttered a "How boring".

Chikage glanced at Chizuru, cuing her to speak.

"Oh!" Chizuru started. "M-my name is Yukimura Chizuru! I am the secretary of the student council! My tasks include taking notes at meetings and…and…" She thought hard.

"And pleasuring the president," Chikage added with a sly smirk.

The audience broke out in whispers and squeals.

"Chikage!" She slapped him lightly on the arm. "Don't say that!" She turned back to the crowd. "And I also file documents! Thank you very much!"

Chuckling a little, which was quite a rare view for the students, Chikage stepped up in all of his president glory. "Kazama Chikage. President. I hold power over everything there is in this school, even more so than the principal."

Kondou-sensei swallowed nervously on the side.

"Approach me with caution," he sneered to the fear of most of the students in the crowd. Some swooned. Others, like a certain twin brother, only sneered back.

Seeing that, Chikage growled.

"And one last thing. This woman," he put an arm around Chizuru's shoulders and pulled her to him, "is mine. No one touches her but me. Understood?"

The whole audience seemed to nod together in unison at that moment, but Chikage wasn't paying attention to the crowd as a whole. He had his eyes fixed on Kaoru, who as expected, did not nod.

He was smirking.

* * *

><p>After school, Chizuru wasted no time. She quickly packed her school bag and hurried to the student council office. Chikage had been leisurely taking his time, but Chizuru had rushed him and pushed him into the car, immediately demanding the chauffeur to drive to the Nagumo's mansion. Upon arriving, Kaoru was already there, welcoming them into his home.<p>

"Wow! Your mansion looks so nice and grand!" Chizuru fluttered all over the place.

"It's nothing compared to Kazama-san's," Kaoru reassured with feigned benevolence.

"The Kazama family possesses more power than the Nagumo family after all," Chikage provided nonchalantly.

The atmosphere was heavy for poor Chizuru who was caught in between the two men's silent war. Sparks seemed to fly and they seemed to have caused a storm to start outside as just then, thunder roared.

"A storm," Chikage speculated. "Chizuru, we should leave."

"But we just got here. We haven't even paid our respects to the Nagumo family yet," she reasoned.

Just then, another person entered the room. "Our parents are working late."

Recognizing the voice, she turned her head. "Shizuka-chan! What are you doing here?"

Shizuka smiled slightly. "Nagumo Shizuka. That is my full name."

Chizuru was surprised. "You were living with Kaoru all this time?"

For a second, Shizuka was afraid Chizuru would be angry, but then the next moment, she smiled. "That's great. I'm a little jealous." She merely laughed it off.

Shizuka didn't know what to say. Seeing the bright girl smile so genuinely made her feel guilty, so she apologized. "I'm sorry."

"For what?"

Shizuka just smiled. "For everything. I promise I'll make it up to you."

Chizuru tilted her head in that adorable way both Chikage and Kaoru loved so much, but Kaoru's attention wasn't on her at the moment.

He was glaring at Shizuka.

* * *

><p><em>"I don't really care what you do from now on as long as it doesn't interfere with my plans."<em>

_"I know." _

_"Do you? 'Cause last time you said that, you messed up pretty bad."_

_"…"_

_His expression was menacing. "Don't let it happen again, Shizuka." _

* * *

><p>Shizuka knew what she had to do. While Kaoru and Chikage were immersed in their little battle, she walked up to Chizuru. Tugging on her sleeve, she whispered in her ear. "Come with me for a bit."<p>

She led Chizuru upstairs to her room. Closing the door after they were both in there, she pressed her ear to the door.

"Um…Shizu-"

"Shh," she shushed her.

It seemed like minutes before Shizuka finally got up and sat on her bed. "I'll get straight to the point. Chizuru, your parents are here."

The brunette blinked. Within seconds, she was beaming. "I knew they'd be here! They left with Kaoru all those years after all. They have to be here with him! So when can I meet them?"

Shizuka's expression was serious. "Not now. They're out of the country. I'll contact you as soon as they're back."

"Oh, okay. Where did they go?"

"They're on a vacation in England right now."

_Mom and dad seem to be getting along with the Nagumo's well,_ Chizuru thought, relieved. "That's wonderful."

Before Chizuru could further express her gratitude, Shizuka spoke. "You can't tell anyone about this, especially Kaoru."

She was caught off guard. "What? But why?"

"You just can't. I'm not even supposed to tell you this, but I owe you. Consider this as my payment for all the trouble I've caused you."

"But-"

"I can't say anymore. I'll tell you when they get back...when I get the chance. Let's go now. Any longer would be suspicious."

* * *

><p>Crossing his arms and legs, Chikage relaxed as soon as they left the Nagumo's property. "Where did you go?"<p>

"Nowhere," Chizuru replied softly, watching the scenery blur pass as the chauffeur drove them home.

"What a bad liar," he commented but did not pry any further. "You'll tell me eventually."

"How do you know?"

"Easy," he smirked. "I just have to force you."

* * *

><p>"You better not have told her anything."<p>

"My lips are sealed."

"Good. I'm glad we know who's in charge here." When Shizuka didn't say anything, Kaoru laughed maniacally. "I bet you're just jealous that I get all of the family power!"

"I am not jealous."

"That's okay. I'll just have to make your life a living hell when I inherit all of the fortune. Mother and father will be so proud."

She felt a sudden surge of defiance in her. "Which mother and father are you speaking of?"

The sound of his hand slapping her cheek echoed in the room. Her right cheek stung, turning red from the harsh contact right away.

"I only have one set of parents, and they're the same as yours. Don't you dare insult me ever again," he glowered.

Shizuka could do nothing but nod, tears threatening to roll down her cheek. At that moment, she wished they did roll down -anything to cool the swelling of the pain.

* * *

><p>AN: Wow, I've been gone from this fic for a very long time. I'm really sorry! The plot deepens once again! Thanks for reading! Reviews are greatly appreciated!


	5. Chapter 5
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*Sannan-sensei's cheesy truth behind his creepiness  
>*Yamazaki<br>*No Kazama

* * *

><p>Hijikata-sensei is much better in my opinion," Yamazaki declared confidently. "He's strict and responsible."<p>

Chizuru shuddered. "I don't think he likes me very much."

They had been chattering mindlessly about the teachers in their school for the past bit, sharing their opinions of which teacher was better in terms of teaching, and which teacher was better in terms of being a cool person to talk to. So far, Nagakura-sensei won by a landslide as the cool teacher. Now they were discussing _everyone's favourite _math teacher.

"Oh?" he paused. "And why is that?"

"He…glares at me, a lot."

"He glares at everyone, myself included. I think it's his natural expression."

"It always looks like he has something to say to me, but he never says it! Recently, he looked me in the eye, opened his mouth, and then shut it and scrunched his eyebrows like this." She demonstrated it and Yamazaki stifled a chuckle. "It's a little irritating, to be honest."

"Why don't you just talk to him then?"

"Easier said than-"

"Ah, Yamazaki-kun."

They both turned around to the sight of Sannan-sensei.

Seeing the girl beside Yamazaki, he smiled. "Well, hello there…sorry, what is your name?"

"Yukimu-"

"Sensei, is there something you need from me?" Yamazaki interrupted, voice firm.

"I was just seeing what you were up to." There was a questionable gleam in his eyes as he smiled. "What a cute little friend you have here."

At his gaze, Chizuru shifted closer to Yamazaki who had unconsciously taken a step forward.

"You don't need to be so defensive. I won't do anything to my precious students." She couldn't tell if it was genuine or not. "I'm also here to tell you that you have the day off, Yamazaki-kun. No need to come help me after school."

He gave one last little knowing glance before he turned around a corner and disappeared.

"Yamazaki-kun…"

"Yeah?"

"He's creepy."

"…I think so too."

She glanced up at him with a worried expression. "What did he mean when he said he wouldn't do anything to us?"

"His experiments. There's no doubt about it," he replied, voice laced with disgust.

At that, she became even more concerned. "_What _experiments?"

"I don't know," he brushed off.

She wasn't having any of it.

When she didn't say anything, he looked down and studied her. Her jaw was locked tight, eyes staring daggers at the infirmary door. Realizing that this was Chizuru and that there was no way in hell she would listen to him, he gave up. "Curiosity killed the cat. Are you sure you want to find out?"

There was no hesitation in her words. "Let's meet up after school."

* * *

><p>"You really shouldn't be here if you're not sick, children."<p>

They both immediately froze. _Well that was quick_, Chizuru thought.

She had been planning on sneaking into the infirmary with Yamazaki after school to uncover just what was so unsettling about their school doctor. Rumours about him have always been rotating around, but no one had really taken the initiative to discover the truth behind these rumours…or at least no one would openly declare the truth.

Hiding around the corner, they had spotted him leaving the infirmary and had both assumed he was heading towards the staff room. Once they were sure he was gone, they sneakily made their way to the infirmary but had barely even entered before he had returned.

"And may I ask what you two are looking for?" He turned to Yamazaki. "I've told you that I was going to be busy, have I not?"

Yamazaki swallowed but was at a loss for what to say, so she decided to be the brave one this time.

It was hard though.

"Um!" she started. That got Sannan-sensei's attention and he turned to look at her.

"Ah, Yukimu-san, was it? What is it?"

She would've laughed at his mistake if not for the fact that this was Sannan-sensei in front of her right now.

"I was just…interested in becoming a volunteer like Yamazaki-kun, so I asked him to show me around." She was improvising on the spot, but it seemed to have worked.

He smiled. "As nice as that sounds, you have to get approval from me first…but since you seem so eager, I'll let you off this time. I'll be going back to the staff room, so why don't you show her around, Yamazaki-kun?" His sharp gaze landed on her classmate. Though his intent was shrouded in mystery, his eyes held a glint to them. Just what was this man plotting?

Without another word, Yamazaki pulled Chizuru in and slammed the door shut. They waited until his footsteps could no longer be heard before speaking.

"What was that?" he asked.

"Improvisation at its finest?"

"Well congratulations. Welcome to the club," he sighed. "You just got yourself in a whole lot of trouble. If Kazama-san finds out, you're doomed."

She gulped nervously at that. Kazama had warned her many times to never approach Sannan-sensei unless it was an emergency. The man is dangerous, he had told her. He would kill her if he found out she volunteered to be his assistant. "Uh…He doesn't have to find out! I'll just tell Sannan-Sensei that I'm not interested after all! He can't force me to stay, though it might seem obvious that I'm only here to investigate his work…"

"I think he already knows." He had an inkling that he knowingly let them in. He never planned to stop them in the first place. He had probably just tried to scare them for his own sick amusement. "Let's quickly look around so we can leave as soon as possible." There was no point in thinking about this anymore. If he let them in, that meant either he was absolutely certain he hadn't left any clues lying around, or he was letting them know on purpose.

They searched the room for a silent ten minutes when Chizuru spoke up. "Uh…Yamazaki-kun?"

"You found something?"

"Come here."

He hurried over to where she was kneeling. She made room for him so he could kneel down beside her. Sannan-sensei had a mini bookshelf both on the top of his desk and at the bottom. While the top held more recent medical books, the bottom held older ones. He probably kept them just for reference and had rarely reviewed them as they had collected much dust over the years. However, amongst these records was a thick book. It was handwritten.

Only this book did not have any dust.

Chizuru gingerly pulled the book out, carefully avoiding all the other books about the human body. "The Water of Life," she read off from the cover. "Sounds suspicious to me." She flipped to the table of contents. "Purpose…Procedure…This is a lab report for his experiment."

She then flipped to the first section to scan the purpose and introduction. "Basically, the water of life is the absolute antidote to every illness ever recorded," she summarized for him.

"And his goal is to concoct this elixir?"

Nodding, she elaborated for him. "Much of the knowledge mentioned here had already been found by previous researchers. These people seem to be his ancestors, and he is merely continuing their incomplete studies."

"Does this kind of potion even exist? It sounds too good to be true."

"Who knows? From what I can see in the data and results section, he hasn't gotten very far." She pondered further. "If this water of life is so good, why is he keeping quiet about it? Shouldn't having more people help speed up the process? Yet he's being so secretive about it that I feel there's more to this elixir than just what meets the eye."

As Chizuru flipped the page, something caught his eye. "Wait, what's this?" At this point, the format of the report began to change. Instead of a standard formal lab report, the recordings became almost like a journal entry, or like a diary. "It's dated. This is quite recent."

Her eyes sped through the page. "He failed. There's something missing in the elixir. He tested it on ill lab rats, but they had an adverse reaction to it."

"What happened?" At this point, he wasn't even going to try reading it. Chizuru was much faster at him, and she summarized the points quite well.

"All subjects healed from their diseases and wounds. Healing time ranged from an hour to a week. However, they would turn violent shortly after they fully healed. The rats put in seclusion clawed at the walls, while the rats put in the same container attempted to feed on each other."

"Wow."

"Yeah, wow," she murmured. "The last entry was a few years ago. He's probably stumped."

Suddenly the door slid open. "You should be a scientist, Yukimu-san. I can tell you have an affinity for such a thing." Sannan-sensei walked in, closing the door behind him.

_And join you? No way._

Calming her rapidly beating heart at being jump-scared like that, she forced herself to smile. "No thank you. I plan on pursuing a more community oriented career. After all, I'd hate to observe rats all day."

Beside her, Yamazaki winced at the indirect insult she had just spouted towards the doctor. She…may or may not get punished for that.

Surprisingly, Sannan-sensei was more impressed than angry. "Oh? In the medical field?"

She hadn't really thought about it that much. She had always just studied everything that came her way. "Perhaps. It really isn't any of your business though, Sannan-sensei." The suffix almost seemed like an insult coming from her at this point. "However I must admit that your research is very interesting. Why haven't you published it yet? I believe this report deserves to be shared with other researchers rather than gathering dust down here under your desk."

The skin around his eyes crinkled as he smiled. If Yamazaki didn't know any better, the smile would have almost looked genuine. "I'm glad you understand the joy in my work. As much as I would love to publish it, I still haven't gotten to the point where I would be even the least bit proud of it. The cons outweigh the pros, and the scientific community may only scorn me for it."

"Are you afraid?"

Yamazaki choked. "Chizu-"

"Having more minds working on it may open up new ideas. You shouldn't be afraid to let out your ideas. If you're truly doing this for humanity, then surely someone would find justice in what you do and assist you, no?"

Sannan-sensei was no longer smiling. "I am not afraid. It is the others that will be afraid."

"Afraid of what? Rat violence? Enough with the excuses. What are you truly doing this for, Sannan-sensei? I don't believe a thing you wrote in your purpose section. For the benefit of human kind? If this was truly for human kind, you would be desperate to share your ideas with the world." Chizuru was fuming and she had no idea why. Something just didn't sit right with her, and the more she argued the more she knew she was correct in thinking this way. He was hiding something, and she would get to the bottom of it. "There's a second part to your purpose. Tell me what it is."

His expression was serious, but his voice hadn't risen a fraction. "Why should I?"

"You've let us read this much into your research already. What's the harm in telling us more? It's not like we'll steal the recipe from you. We're not plagiarizers."

"I know that. You are both good students." This Yamasaki knew to be genuine. At this point, Sannan-sensei looked just like your average middle-aged man, tired and weary from all those years of working alone. He almost felt bad for him, but definitely felt a sense of renewed respect towards Chizuru for talking him down to this state.

The doctor sighed and started working towards them. Yamasaki moved in front of Chizuru but they both knew he would never hurt them. He sat down on the chair by his desk and leaned back. Holding a palm out, Chizuru realized it was a signal for her to hand him the book. She closed the book up and placed it in his hand without a word, patiently waiting for him to speak.

"I let you two know because you were the first ones to come this far just out of pure curiosity. Everyone else would run away at the idea of finding out the truth. This experiment…it was passed down in my family. The idea originated from one man who lost his child to a fatal illness. His wife soon came down with it as well. He was afraid of losing another loved one so he dedicated his time into making the elixir. 'It would heal her. It would heal everyone. No one would have to leave me ever again.' Those were his wishes, wishes that were originally for good but eventually for selfish reasons. Instead of spending time with his wife, he became so absorbed in his research that he didn't even know when his wife had passed away."

At the point, Chizuru rose from her position on the floor to sit on one of the infirmary beds. Crossing her legs, she paid him her full respect. Yamasaki mirrored her actions and sat beside her.

"Overcome with grief, the man began to detest his work. He locked away what little information he found, claiming that what he had discovered was a monster. It made _him _a monster. He swore he would never continue writing it. The book was stowed away for another few decades until someone else found it. Rewriting the information onto a fresh set of pages, he continued where the man left off. Little progress was made before he too became obsessed. This happened many more times until it landed into my hands.

"These men sacrificed much to make this miracle. Their efforts and grief would have gone to waste if I hadn't continued. Over time, the pages will definitely lighten until the words become illegible. I felt it was my duty to finally complete this research once and for all so no one else would have to go through what these men had gone through. Even for me, I am starting to feel the pull, the desperation, as though the laboratory is constantly calling out to me. It must be a curse," he chuckled lightly.

It didn't look like he was going to say anything else. "How did you…find out about all this?"

"Did you finish reading the whole report?"

She shook her head. "I skimmed what I could."

He closed his eyes and smiled. "Of course you wouldn't be able to finish it. It took me many hours to get through the whole thing." He looked up at them, opening the book as though he was telling a story to a pair of kindergarteners. "If you read from the front, you get the research data, the lab report, the research progress, information like that. If you read from the back however," he flipped all the way to the back and turned the book upside down. "It's a diary. Each researcher in my family rewrote what the previous researcher wrote and attached a copy of the original script."

He carefully showed them the attached originals. They were definitely illegible, and the paper honestly looked quite nasty because of how ancient it was. However, that was just her personal opinion. She could tell just how much this book had been cherished. After all, why else would somebody keep such old documents lying around anyway?

"So you hiding it from everyone…is to make sure no one falls into obsession with this research?" Yamazaki spoke softly.

"When you are trying to find the solution to the world, anyone would become obsessed." He smiled tiredly, the evidence of stress and exhaustion crinkling on his forehead in lines. "Whether it is the prospect of the fame and fortune, or just the idea of being humanity's saviour…anyone would grow obsessed."

They left soon after that with Sannan-sensei kindly reminding Yamazaki of their meeting tomorrow. Obviously, the doctor had known all along that she was never interested in joining so he had merely waved her off when she asked if she had to come. "Secretaries should keep doing what secretaries do and work with the student council. Leave the infirmary to the nurse." His hand had been warm and comforting as he patted her on the shoulder.

* * *

><p>AN: Sorry for the long wait! Thanks for reading!
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* * *

><p>She was late. Hella late. It was sort of an unspoken thing for the student council to meet up after school everyday. Usually within half an hour, the party would have assembled and would already have started doing whatever their daily tasks were. She was late though.<p>

She hoped she was sneaky enough as she crept in through a tiny slip in the doorway. Kazama was sitting on the couch, body turned away from her. She quietly tiptoed over to her station to get to work. She heaved a sigh of relief as she finally reached her work area, a desk right by the library of documents, when a shadow loomed over her. Before she could even swallow nervously, she felt herself pushed onto the tabletop. A hand had steadied her head onto the table before stationing itself directly beside her face. Nothing hurt, but that didn't mean it wasn't uncomfortable.

"And where have you been?"

Kazama's voice was oddly calm. So calm that she was scared for what was to come. Angry Kazama, she could deal with. (She would just yell right back.) Angry but calm Kazama though…she had no idea what to expect.

"I was…busy."

"Hmm, I see." His expression seemed to tell another story though.

When a few more moments passed and she still hadn't spoken a word, he began to lean in. "So you won't tell me, Chizuru." It wasn't a question. "Then I will just have to find out myself."

She was about to ask how when he abruptly brushed his nose against her neck, inhaling deeply. A trickle of fear, of raw excitement, she didn't know of what context it was, but a shudder ran down her back nonetheless. She was embarrassed to know he felt it too. After all, she had unwillingly pressed her body against his when that happened. If this was any other moment, Kazama may have smirked, but he was much too displeased for that right now. He made no comment as he moved outwards towards her shoulder, the shoulder that Sannan-sensei had touched.

With one whiff, he knew.

He pushed himself up and watched her. From that tiny interaction, Chizuru had lost her wits. Her eyes were glazed over as he continued to stared down at her. Under other circumstances, he may have smiled at that but right now he could care less.

"Did I not warn you about him?"

"Y-you did." Her voice was weak. She swallowed and repeated. "You did."

"Then why did you disobey?"

_Disobey_? That snapped her out of her haze and suddenly her brain was functioning again."You can't tell me what to do. Besides, that was a warning, not an order." She placed her hands on his chest to push him out of their position, but he didn't even budge.

Grabbing ahold of her hands, he forced them back down. "It was to _protect_ you."

"From what? Sannan-sensei's perfectly innocent!"

"Not when he could go insane any minute. I will admit he's intelligent and a valuable asset to the academy, however his research is dangerous. He works with sick rats, to start with."

She gasped. "You knew?"

"Of course I knew. There's nothing that goes on in this school that I don't know of."

She ignored his arrogant declaration. "Then why didn't you tell me? The whole time I thought he was in some shady drug dealing business or something!"

"He _is _technically concocting a drug," Shiranui cut in.

"Oh come on! You knew too? Am I the only one?" Chizuru cried.

"We thought it best to keep it from you," Amagiri answered calmly like the gentleman he was. "Kazama-sama was doing it for your sake. Please don't blame him."

At that heartfelt response, Chizuru turned to look at Kazama again. His eyes hadn't strayed from her face, and she was surprised to see how focused he was. The whole time, this man had been looking out for her. "You…how is keeping me in the dark supposed to help me exactly?"

Judging by her tone, Chizuru had already given up being angry. All she wanted were answers now.

"The less you knew, the better. Being ignorant of these heavy matters suits you." She felt slightly insulted at that but kept her mouth shut. "There's nothing you can do anyway. Just forget about it and avoid him. Don't get involved. Please."

"He used 'please'…what a rare occurrence. Why not just listen to him and stop being so stubborn, huh Princess?"

She ignored Shiranui's crude remark.

"I won't get involved with his research."

Amagiri and Shiranui both felt relieved at that. Kazama knew her better than that though. He knew there was a catch.

"That doesn't mean I'll stop talking to Sannan-sensei though. He's a teacher here. Avoiding him will be difficult. I don't think he's a danger to me, so you can rest assured."

Kazama glowered, eyes growing darker by the millisecond. She placed her hands on his cheeks and stared him straight in the eye. "Stop it Chikage. I don't like that look."

Amagiri and Shiranui looked shocked by her words. Who knew Chizuru had it in her to reprimand their president like that? They weren't the only ones surprised though. Kazama himself was astounded. Slowly, his shock turned into amusement as his lips pulled into a smirk. "Fine. You win." He finally pulled himself off the desk but not before pecking her on the forehead for a job well done. "Go finish your task."

Proud and relieved to be off the hook, she smiled and teasingly saluted. "Yessir!"

* * *

><p>"What do you mean Sannan-sensei isn't all that bad?" Heisuke questioned as he munched on a piece of fried shrimp.<p>

"Talk or eat. Don't do both," Saitou sighed, hitting the boy lightly on the head. "But I'm curious too. Do elaborate."

"We can't tell you the details. It's a really personal matter to him," Chizuru started. "But he really isn't all that bad."

"What she means is we can trust him. He won't hurt anyone. In fact, his intentions are the absolute opposite," Yamazaki provided easily, filling in the gaps Chizuru was leaving out.

She nodded in hopes that her friends would be understanding. "He's hiding things for a good reason, and he hopes we can all respect his privacy about that."

"That really doesn't satisfy my curiosity but if Chizuru-chan doesn't want to share, then we won't nag on about it anymore," Okita said, leaning back by supporting his weight with his hands.

"The rest of the school won't be as easy to appeal to." As always, Saitou was the logical one of the whole group. What he said was true. Sannan-sensei could get their group to stop investigating, but his natural creepiness really did not help with convincing the rest of the school. Those rumours have been flying about for far too long. It would take a lot to stop them at this point.

"What should we do then?" she asked.

Yamazaki thought about it for a bit. "Nothing. Assuming Sannan-sensei doesn't carry out any experiments at school, then the rumours will stay as rumours. He's still the school doctor and despite everything, his reputation is still very high. He's never hurt a student before either. On the other hand, if we interfere we may risk doing more harm than good."

"He mentioned…" Chizuru started, but was unsure of whether to continue or not. Only the two of them knew about Sannan's history. She didn't want to reveal too much. Looking around at her other friends, she saw their unyielding expressions and understood that they could be trusted. She decided to continue. "The obsession. He may be getting obsessed with his work. I think we should do something about that."

"I can keep tabs on him. I'm his assistant anyway. I have more interaction with him than any other student or faculty member."

"He seems lonely," she added. "Maybe I'll check in on him once in a while, ask him how he's doing or something."

Yamazaki nodded and smiled. "As long as Kazama-san doesn't flip the school upside down for that, I'm sure Sannan-sensei would appreciate it."

* * *

><p>She was at home finishing up an assignment when she received a call on the phone Kazama had gotten her.<p>

"Chizuru-chan?" The voice on the other line was soft.

"Shizuka-chan? Hi, how are you?"

Shizuka seemed to be in a rush as she ignored her greeting. "Your parents are back. Tomorrow 8pm, in the cafe you used to work at. Don't tell your brother. Ok?"

She was caught off guard by her quick sentences. "Ok, that sounds good. Thank-"

The line went dead.

That was strange. She seemed to be in such a big rush over the phone. She hoped everything was okay with her friend. However, the excitement of meeting her parents after so long overrode any concern and she nearly bursted out in tears at the idea of finally seeing them again. She had forgotten to ask Shizuka since the phone call was so rushed, but she wondered if Kaoru was coming as well. If he was, it would be a family gathering with the four of them.

Well, Kaoru had been living with them the whole time so it probably wouldn't be as exciting for him. For her though, it would be heaven. She quickly sped over to Kazama's room to let him know of her plans for the next day.

* * *

><p>"Your parents?"<p>

"Yep! Shizuka-chan just called me," she chirped excitedly.

"Want me to come with you?"

Normally she would have felt butterflies in her stomach from the warm offer, but she was much too happy to feel them today. "No thank you. It's a family gathering. You would just ruin it," she teased.

"Will Kaoru be there?"

She didn't notice the glimmer in his eyes as he questioned her. "Probably? I would assume so."

"I see," he trailed off. "Stay safe."

She smiled genuinely. "I will."

As she left Kazama's room, she finally had time to ponder over the phone call a little more. Don't tell her brother, Shizuka had said. Don't tell Kaoru? But why?

* * *

><p>Nothing could ruin her happy mood right now. When Kaoru walked in through the classroom door, she had to stop herself from running up to him and asking him about tonight. "Don't tell your brother." She had to repeat Shizuka's words over and over again in her head to stop herself. She opted out with smiling brightly at him instead.<p>

Kaoru knew something was up immediately. His head turned sharply in Shizuka's direction.

Had it been that obvious? Shizuka swallowed with difficulty. This wasn't going to be good.

* * *

><p>At least Chizuru <em>thought<em> nothing could ruin her mood. That was until a certain math teacher stepped into the room, saw her carefree smile, and glared at her.

_What was that for?!_

The tension in the classroom seemed that much higher that day. She tried to calm herself, convincing herself that there were _a few _more hours left to go before she would get to meet her parents. She could do this. She could handle a little math class with the meanest teacher on the whole campus. Nothing scares her, not math, and definitely not the math teacher himself.

After class, she was about to make a dash for the door when Hijikata-sensei did the most evil thing he could possibly do and called her over to his desk.

"Yes, Hijikata-sensei?" She tried her best to give a smile.

"You're slacking."

_I am?_

She studied him hesitantly. He had his elbows on the table, fingers linked as the back of his hands supported his chin. That meant that his full attention was on her. His eyes narrowed as she fidgeted under his gaze, but she wasn't about to back down. "How so?"

"Take out your test that I just handed back."

And she did. She checked the mark, even double-checking it to make sure she hadn't read the mark wrong. 95%.

She didn't see an issue with that.

"You've never gotten lower than a 98% before."

Wait...was he serious?

She continued to stare at his face for any changes, any signs of him joking. There were none. He wasn't joking.

"Is 95%…bad?"

"Yes."

Behind them, a student who had received 20% on the test collapsed. His friends had to pull him away, excusing themselves and waving goodbye to Hijikata. He ignored them.

"Why are you going so hard on me?" she asked him, frustrated that she was getting lectured on getting a 95% while no one else seemed to be getting the same treatment. The happy mood from earlier was long gone by now, and math had ruined it.

"I have high expectations for you."

"Shouldn't you have the same expectations for everybody else too?"

"You're different."

"And how so?"

He broke their eye contact for the first time. "You're Yukimura."

She hated it when people used her family name as a reason. She had a lot of respect for her family but she disliked being defined solely by that name. "What does being a Yukimura have to do with anything? Sure, my family used to be prestigious. That doesn't mean I have to get 100 on every single assignment though!"

"I made a promise."

"To _who_?" For all she knew, he's never made a promise with her.

"_Your family_. I said I would look after you, make sure you succeed. So make my job a little easier and stop slacking."

"I wasn't slacking!" Wait, that wasn't the point. "And you _are _looking after me just fine. Math turned out to be one of my best subjects. If that doesn't say something about you, I don't know what does."

She thought he looked constipated for a moment, but then she realized that was just how he looked when he was flattered and had no idea how to react. "Why did you make such a promise though?"

It was a promise about her yet it wasn't made to her. She thought that was strange. Did he owe her family for something they had done? If that was the case, then she would have to quickly clear up everything and tell him he didn't have to do so anymore. Her parents were not the type to hold grudges. They were very accepting of everything. They offered help for the sake of offering help, not for people to be in debt to them.

"They treated us well. We were from the rural side and were complete idiots when invited out into the city. Many would laugh, but your parents never did. They respected us and welcomed us. While others scorned at what we did for a living, they supported us wholeheartedly."

"What did you do for a living?" She was surprised. She did not expect him to tell her his backstory at all, but now that he had, she had grown curious.

"We own a farm. It's not the biggest nor does it have the most variety, but every crop we produce is of the finest quality. Instead of mass producing them, we focus more on putting our effort into each plant so they turn out fresh and healthy. That was what we went by."

By this time, everyone had already left the classroom. It was just the two of them. Perhaps that was why he felt comfortable sharing his story with her. He looked up to see what she would say, whether she would laugh at him or not.

She was smiling understandingly at him. "I would like to try some one day."

That came as a surprise to him. "You would?"

"Definitely! I'm sure they would taste much better than what we can buy at the supermarkets here."

Appalled that she would even compare his family pride to a stinkin' supermarket, he scoffed. "Of course they're much better. I'll bring some for you the next time I go visit them."

She laughed and made her way to the door. Before she stepped out, she turned back to look at him. "And I am _not_ slacking. I was lacking sleep that day." And she knew just which student council president was to blame for that.

Hijikata sighed as he supported his chin on his palm. Playful yet kind, that was how Chizuru was. She took after her parents in the most pleasant ways possible. They had raised her well.

Turning back to his work, he began plotting for his next evil math test.

* * *

><p>Her plan was to walk to the cafe right after school and wait there until the meet-up time. She would have to wait a while, but she knew the staff there so it wouldn't be awkward or uncomfortable for her.<p>

Upon entering the little cafe, she immediately spotted her old friend.

"Risa!" Her friend looked up at the call of her name and quickly ran over to give her a hug.

"Chizuru! It's been forever! Are you here by yourself?"

Her friend hadn't changed at all. If anything, maybe her make-up got a little heavier?

"Yep, for now. I'm here to meet my parents later at 8," she smiled. "How's school?"

"Aw, I'm so happy for you!" she cooed. "School's been busy! I have so many projects that are just piling up on me yet no inspiration to work on them. Here, let me get you a nice seat by the counter so you can catch up with everyone." She led her over to a seat by the bar. "How's school been for you?"

"I got lectured for getting a 95 in a math test." At her friend's expression, she sighed. "I know, right? Crazy."

"The one that's crazy is you. 95? That's like all my math marks added together!"

"Oh, so your final cumulative mark is 95%? That's very good, isn't it?"

"No. I meant a 20% in unit 1, a 35% in unit 2, 15% in unit 3, and 25% in unit 4. I meant it like that."

"Oh…" Chizuru didn't know what to say to that. "At least…you can add?"

Her friend didn't look impressed. "Let's not talk about school anymore. It's making me sad. What can I get you?"

* * *

><p>After finishing the snack and tea Risa had recommended off of the limited edition menu, she went over to pay for her bill. She greeted her old coworkers, catching up with them to kill some time. It was now approaching 8 so she went over to the seats by the window to wait.<p>

She was so excited. She had mentally prepared a list of topics to talk about, one of which included Hijikata's promise to them. She would fill them in on her experience at school, how she was in the care of Kazama now, and how she had made so many friends in the past years. She would then ask them how living with the Nagumo's was like, finishing it off with getting their contact information and agreeing on a time, date, and location for their next meeting.

However after 10 minutes had passed with no sign of her parents showing up, she grew worried. _They were probably just taking long to get ready. _She brushed off her concerns and patiently waited for another 10 minutes.

"I'm going home now, Chizuru!" Risa called out to her as she approached her.

"It was nice seeing you again!" Chizuru got up to give her friend a warm hug.

"Don't stay out for too long. Call that boyfriend of yours to pick you up when you're done, okay?" she winked.

She blushed at that but didn't deny anything. They _were _dating after all. "You be careful too."

It was already 8:40 yet there was still no sign of her parents or Kaoru. "Where could they be?"

Just then, she received a text from Shizuka.

_Go home._

There was no explanation or anything following this message. Chizuru texted her back asking why but even after waiting for 5 minutes, she still didn't receive a reply. She decided to call her.

Someone picked up.

"Hello, Shizuka-chan?"

"Chizuru?" The voice on the other side was lower. "It's Kaoru. Unfortunately we can't make it today. They found out last minute that they were busy. I'm so sorry Chizuru!"

"Oh, it's okay."

"Are you okay by yourself? I can come pick you up if you'd like."

She was about to decline his offer when someone snatched her phone out of her hands. She turned her head to see who had the nerve of doing such a thing when she saw Kazama putting the phone against his ear.

"She's fine. Mind your own business," his deep voice murmured. Without another word, the man ended the call and returned the phone to her.

"Chikage? What are you doing here?"

"We're going home now." He didn't wait for her to speak before pulling her out of the chair and guiding her to the car.

"Were you here the whole time?"

He shook his head. "I came about an hour ago."

"Oh."

They were almost home when she suddenly spoke up. "He said my parents were busy." Looking down, she awkwardly folded her hands in her lap.

"You don't believe him." It wasn't a question.

"I don't mean to…but something feels off. Shizuka-chan's rushed phone call yesterday…how she seems so on edge all the time…I don't know what's going on anymore."

"That's good," he commented solemnly.

"What is?"

"You're beginning to suspect Kaoru. You shouldn't believe everything he says so easily."

"You don't trust him either?"

His eyes were hard as he stared off distantly. "I've never trusted that brat."

* * *

><p>He sat back and ran a hand through his locks. This should be a good place to stop for tonight.<p>

On top of school work and student council work, lately he has been studying on how to be the president of his family business. His father had handed him some tips and documents to look over, including newspapers regarding the fall of other companies. He had handed them to him one by one, adding little comments here and there: "They did well in terms of this, but failed in terms of that…et cetera et cetera." When his father had gotten to the Yukimura's page, he stopped.

"Father?" he called. When he saw the name printed on the article he was holding onto, his eyes narrowed. "What is your analysis on this one?"

"This one…this one was too successful, too loved. That was both their strength and their weakness."

"What do you mean?"

His father took on a grave expression. "Jealousy is a dangerous thing, especially in the upper classes of society. Take care of her." And that was all his father told him that day.

That just made him all the more suspicious behind the fall of the Yukimura family. There was so much to think about but for now, he was exhausted and in dire need of a certain girl to be in his arms.

He swiftly made his way over to her room. Shutting the door quietly behind him, he stalked over to her bedside and observed her. She was already asleep and a part of him really didn't want to wake her up, but he desperately needed to hold her right now. He carefully slipped into the covers and wrapped his arms around her in a firm embrace.

"Mmm…Chikage?"

"Sorry," he apologized as he nudged his nose into the crook of her neck.

"You're being weird," she giggled softly but didn't complain. She let him stay there, sensing his breath even out and his head become heavier on her shoulder.

She would be sore the next day but understanding that he was tired, she would let it slip for tonight.

* * *

><p>AN: Thanks for reading!


End file.
